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Down in a Hole 


Rob laughed at the way his life turned out. A year ago, he was happily married with kids, nice house, cars, 
everything he ever wanted when he first picked up a bass. 


Now he sat in a 8 by IO" holding cell, the prison issued polyester scrubs rough against his skin He wasn’t even 
guilty, the real killer was still out there somewhere. Rob's life had ended, even if he was found innocent when 
he finally got to trial nothing would ever be the same. That was at least a year off according to his lawyer. He 


had no choice but to wait out his time and hope the justice system cleared his name. 


With nothing to do but sit and think, Rob started writing. There was only one person in his life who would 
understand. 


JOE EE 
Dear Kirk, 


| want to tell you what happened. | didn't kill him and | need your trust and help to find the real killer while l'm 


stuck here. The cops think it's me just because | was seeing Jules. 


| met her after a show. Remember? She had a Fan Club pass and went right for me. She was gorgeous and | 
think | lost my mind. Chloe was the furthest person from my thoughts. | never wanted to hurt her and | know 
| deserve everything just for what | did to Chloe. 


If only | could turn back the clock and knock some common sense into myself. 


We were inseparable and | know now that it hurt the band as much as it hurt my marriage. | am sorry for 
putting you and Lars and James through all the shit in my life. | also want to thank you for being there. | think 


you were the only one who understood a little without yelling at me. 


Jules isolated me while we toured. | practiced less and didn't hang out with you guys like we used to. It wasn't 
her fault, | just wanted to be alone with her all the time. | thought James would understand that. Perhaps his 
sense of righteousness had been dented by my divorce. It was always his band anyway, him and Lars, and | 
knew that | was just the new bass player now matter how welcome everyone made me feel. 


Do you remember the day? We were at HQ just dicking around and she called. Her husband was dead and she 
was scared. Jules drove out and sat curled in the control room couch the entire day. Then the police came. 
They were nice at first, just making sure everyone was ok and getting her story, having her go down and 


identify the body. She was kinda messed up - no kidding, even though they had split up it was still her husband. 


The funeral happened and day by day things started to get back to a routine. The new house over in Marin 
with a view of the hills away from the noise of San Fransisco was what we needed. Then one day the cops 
showed up and took me away in handcuffs. | had my kids with me and they still put me in handcuffs and 
dragged me out to the car. | thought you had pulled a Punkd on me at first. It was a joke. Turns out it wasn't. 
They fingerprinted me and did my mug shot and gave me these super-sexy orange flip flops and I've been 


here since. 


The lawyer is working on a few things but it's slow going. What can | say, it's jail. You can call and they'll 


schedule a visit or you can write back, just no photos or anything in the envelope. 


Miss you man, 


Rob 


EE EEE E EE EE EE Æ 


Rob waited for weeks, settling into the routine of the prison. Someone put money on his commissary account 
and every Thursday he got a Pop Tart and some candy bars. Aside from visits from the lawyer he was alone. 
Due to his dubious ‘celebrity’ status the warden felt the need to let him stay in ad seg. Rob wasn't able to 


make any friends, but he also didn't make any enemies. 


Tuesday was to be different. Kirk was coming to see him after getting his letter. He was nervous, not having 
seen any of the guys since his arrest left him uncertain of his future, if he even had one. He itched to play; 


just to get on stage and toss his hair again in front of a screaming crowd.. 


The white screw came to get Rob out of the cell. The guy was sadistic and probably should have been locked 
up along side the inmates instead of guarding them. Rob sat on his side of the glass partition, Kirk on the 
other side with the phone already in hand. 


"Hey Kirk” 
"Hi," he answered back, twirling a lock of his greying hair. 


"Well, what do you think of the place?" Rob tried to keep things light. It was probably the hardest of Kirk. 


James and Lars had each other. 
Kirk laughed a little, and let go of the ringlet. "Are you ok?" 
Rob nodded. "Yeah, you know. Not bad for being falsely accused of murder. Could be worse." 


"Let me tell you what | found out" Kirk set up the lawyer's case again and how they would explain away the 
prosecution's story. Rob had alibis and proof so there was nothing to worry about, just had to bide his time 
and let the justice system work. Chloe was well and seeing a therapist. James and Lars decided to put Metallica 


on hiatus for a while. 


The twenty minutes went by quickly and the phone cut off, leaving Kirk's lips moving with no sound coming out. 
Rob hung up the phone as a guard appeared behind him. Kirk mimed for him to write again and Rob gave him a 
thumbs up as he was walked back to his lonely cell. 


Days morphed into weeks, but Rob kept up his one sided letter writing campaign. It filled up time and helped 
him organize his thoughts. Pages of scrawl often were stuffed into small envelopes and sent on their way. He 
learned to make hootch from bread and fruit juice and spent most of his days drunk, avoiding some of the 
more dangerous past times in the ward. 


JO IE EEK 
Dear Kirk, 


Starting to think that the lawyer isn’t believing me. | thought | was innocent until guilty, but | guess I'm not a 
big star like OJ or Michael Jackson. Thought I'd at least rank like a football player and get a slap on the wrist, 
but now he's saying 20 years. That would make me 65 - and the real killer would still be out there living life. 
This shit really sucks and | can't do a damn thing about it. 


Have you heard from her? From Julie? Its been months and I've not gotten a visit or a letter. I'm just worried 


that she's doing ok. Can you find out for me? 


EE EE E E E OE EE EE Æ 


Letters went on every week. Kirk would come for occasional visits to break up the monotony. He spent some 
time reading books that a charity would switch out once a week. More time was spent reading over his case 


file, making small notes in the margins for his team of lawyers to review. 


His court date approached. Rob's lawyer warned him it was just an arraignment to weight the evidence for 
reasonable doubt. Of course, the trial would go on and he would be held without bail as a flight risk. He caught 
quick glimpses of his band mates at the back of the courtroom on his way in and out. It looked strange to see 
Lars dressed up with a tie. He had three more months of waiting while they prepared for trial. 


Rob was disappointed there hadn't been a quick resolution, but figured these things take time. He could be 
patient for his freedom. The lack of exercise and the bad food and drinking was taking it's toll though. Being 
locked up 23 hours a day didn't help either. He was out of shape and not feeling good. The isolation was starting 


to wear on him. So he drank more of his homemade hootch and slept it off when he had too much. 


The months between the arraignment and the actual trial were hard on Rob. He'd been physically ill and a mess 
psychologically. Rumors ran through the prison and got back to him of what was happening outside the walls 
since his arrest. The media had hyped everything us and the PR spin was out of control. Some of the guards 
were sympathetic or at least apathetic. The bad guards egged him on and insulted him. He restrained himself 
when he was sober, but when he was drunk and scared and lonely he ended up in the hole more often than 


not. It messed up his weekly letter to Kirk and cost him his booze when they turned his cell. 


The trial was a joke. No matter what his lawyers tried the state seemed to fabricate some piece of evidence. 
His hair at the scene, a house he'd never been to. Drops of blood in his car. He listened helplessly day after 
day as evidence mounted against him. Every night he was led away in handcuffs, back to his holding cell. The 
media was in a frenzy and inciting a race war at the same time some other legislation across the other half 
of the country was being pushed through. Rob Trujillo, previously the poster boy for funky bass lines, surfing, 
and rocking out suddenly became the face of immigration reform as everyone with Hispanic heritage was 


suddenly guilty of something. 


The jury came back quickly and Rob was no longer so sure of his faith in the American Justice system as the 
foreman read out their decision Rob was certain he misheard them. There had to be a not in there, he didn't 


do it, they had to know it. His head lawyer put his face in his hands and Rob knew he hadn't heard wrong. 


The judge elaborated, telling him what a horrible human being he was and how disgusted he was and Rob tuned 
him out. He was in shock and tried to get his lawyer's attention, who only hushed him to be quiet. Rob leaned 
back in his chair at the sentencing. Life in jail, but with parole. He'd be out in twenty years, maybe eighteen if 
he behaved and kept to himself. 


As he was led out of the courtroom the final time, he turned to see his band mates. James and Lars looked 
stunned, Kirk looked sick and confused. The media attacked him on the way out of the courthouse as he was 
led to the waiting police car that would take him back to the prison that was to be his new home. 


96 6 EE E AE E E E WE EE EE EK 


The strange thing about doing time is that for as slow as every day went, twenty two years went by like a 
bad dream. His time in Susanville was not the life he had planned for himself, but he worked when he could and 
read when he couldn't, keeping to himself and out of the gangs. He was just happy he didn't end up at San 
Quentin or one of the other supermax facilities. The desert limited his visitors, but he grew used to that over 


the years. 


When his release date came up (after riding out his extra time for contraband and fighting) he was given back 
his old clothes that no longer fit and a set of newer clothes - sweatpants and a large t-shirt. The two 
hundred dollars would get him a bus pass back to San Francisco and a phone call, but not much else. He hoped 


he would be able to get in touch with someone once he got there. 


Everything looked different to him. Roads all looked the same, but the cars had changed. Colors on signs were 
different. The Greyhound bus didn't look like any buses he'd ever ridden on in the past. This whole freedom 
thing would take some getting used to. 


The bus dropped him in a bad neighborhood in San Francisco which had only gotten worse since he left. With 
his bag and nothing left to lose he started hiking through Chinatown towards Pacific Heights. 


Of course the house was still inviting looking and covered in ivy, unfortunately the new owners were not so 
friendly and quickly ushered him off their property. He managed to find a little coffee shop further down the 
road and ducked in. He begged use of an internet pad thing from a friendly looking girl and quickly sent out 
emails to everyone he could remember with his address and a plea for help. He gave the coffee shop's phone 
number in hope that someone would call. With his small unadorned coffee all he could do now was sit and wait 


and read through the paper someone had left behind. 
Before too long the barista was tapping him on the shoulder and handing him the phone. 
"| got your message." Kirk's voice had a smile in it and Rob melted into his chair in relief. 


"Thank God!" he breathed and clutched the phone. "You have to come get me, | got as far as your old house in 
Pac Heights and | can't walk any more." 


"Hold on, you're in San Fran?" Kirk sounded like he was shuffling some papers. "I'm in Hawaii, but | can send 


someone to get you and put you up." 
"Great, yeah man. I'd appreciate it” 


Kirk shuffled around again and the reception started to drop out. At least some things never changed. "Just 


stay there and let me make some calls. Can | call you back here?" 


"Yeah, it's the place's phone but they can deal.” 


Rob ordered another coffee knowing that he would be picked up soon. More waiting. He had the waiting thing 
down to a science now, but at least he was fairly comfortable and not restrained. He could walk around the 


block while he waited or talk to someone. He could even order a third coffee if his tastes ran that way. 


Kirk called back with more info, promising to get plane tickets and help Rob back on his feet. His ride should be 
there shortly, living not too far away in Sunset. 


Tom Hunting showed up before Rob could get that third cup. It wasn't much but it was food and a roof and a 
phone and new clothes. Tom gave him a lot of space to get his head together, almost too much in Rob's 
opinion This whole re-entry thing was messing with him. He couldn't figure out the new computer/TV/phone 
hybrid thing everyone had and he couldn't believe how much everything cost these days. 


A few bumps aside, everything was set for his flight to Hawaii. Kirk called at least three times a day, peering 
from the pad into Tom's house. Rob was ready to leave San Francisco and California and get on with the next 
part of his life. Perhaps Hawaii would be better for him. He had gotten a new driver's license and all his 

paperwork in order over the last few days. Chloe had taken custody of his accounts and for whatever reason 
had left them to grow and compile interest. He was a made man and never had to work again if he chose not 


to. 
The plane lifted off and he said goodbye to the last sixty years. 


FEE EE E AE E E E EE AE E E E WE WE BK RE 


Hawaii was nice; the smell of hibiscus filled his nose as soon as he got off the plane. Unfortunately he wasn't 
driving through the nicer, touristy areas of Hawaii on the way to Kirk's house. Eventually things changed to 
volcanic beaches and golf courses and he started to relax a bit. The irrational part of his mind insisted that 
Kirk had lived in a ghetto and he didn't understand why that thought popped in his head and scared him so 
much. Maybe it was seeing the way parts of San Francisco had decayed or some lingering horror from his 
‘time’. He rounded the bend Kirk had described and the navigation system brought him to the gates. There 
wasn't much room between the road and the water and somehow they had managed to jam houses on what 


anywhere else would have been a thin strip of beach. 


And the smell. God, Rob had missed the smell of the ocean and the feeling of the water under his board. He 
wondered if Kirk still surfed, or if his old bones even could anymore. The water's edge looked rocky, sharp 
spikes of black volcanic rock. Kirk would know where to go though. With the sea air blowing through his open 
windows he punched the code in and waited for the gate to open He quickly sent a iNote to Kirk that he was in 
the driveway. 


He parked the car and watched as the gate slowly rolled closed behind him. The first person he saw looked like 


Lani, still beautiful as ever but dressed in breezy island attire instead of her former rock and roll look. 


"Hi Rob, good to see you." She put her arms around his neck in a hug and he tried not to crush her. He hadn't 
seen a woman in twenty odd years (not one that didn't look like a linebacker anyway) and hadn't held one in 


even longer. There was nothing to her and he thought his arms would go around her twice. 
"Good to see you too." 
"Come in," Lani pulled away from him and waived Rob to follow her. "He's inside." 


Lani led him across a small lanai and into the house. It was nice, open and airy as they tended to be in Hawaii. 
The back of the house was mostly glass and looked out over a small patch of grass and the ocean It couldn't 


have been any further from the grey concrete of his pod at Susanville. 


Kirk was sitting on a sofa watching some old monster movie. At least Rob thought it was Kirk with the curls. 
The bald spot was new and he was totally grey, much worse than Rob himself was. 


Kirk turned and then jumped off the couch. "Hey." He skidded around on the hardwood floor and gave Rob a 


hug, thumping him on the back much like James would have done. 

"Hi," Rob squeaked out, not wanting to sound like his throat was suddenly tight 

"Good to see you again" Kirk let go of him and then sat back on the couch. "Seems like not so long ago, huh?" 
Rob sat on one of the comfortable looking chairs in the small seating area "For you, maybe.” 

Kirk shifted uncomfortably and nervously. "Want something to drink? Beer?" 


"Yeah, sure. Thanks." Kirk skittered out of the room again and Rob looked around. He could get used to this 
again, get his own place somewhere, get back to doing.. whatever it was he was going to do. Who wanted a 
sixty six year old ex-con as a bassist? He pushed the idea out of his head again and watched the old horror 


flick Kirk had left running. 


Kirk came back with beers and the conversation flowed as they caught up with each other. The movie was 
forgotten as Kirk talked about his kids and grand kids and colleges and tours. Rob didn't have much to talk 
about in return, but it was nice to know that life had gone on for everyone else and had been mostly good. 
Beers were downed like the old party days and he was feeling pretty tipsy when Lani came to tell them dinner 
was out on the back lanai, kissing Kirk's bald spot as she left. 


The freshness still amazed Rob. No canned vegetables, real lettuce and tomatoes and cheese made from milk, 
not ‘food product’. Alcohol that wasn't hootch made in a bag under his bed. Friendship. Rob was just thankful to 
have back what should have been his the entire time. And the view.. 


The constant sound of the surf was very relaxing, and with a full belly and heading quickly to being drunk, the 
darkness of the night sky Rob thought he could just live here forever. He noticed he was slumping in his chair, 


looking out at the water and the stars and he had to force himself to sit upright and really listen to what Kirk 


was saying. 


Or was trying to say. Kirk had out drank Rob on beer and had switched to wine at supper, easily knocking out a 
few bottles. Rob lost count as Kirk seemed to just type on his phone and Lani would bring out another bottle. 


"Always knew you weren't guilty,” Kirk slurred, mock punching Rob in the arm and almost falling off his chair 


with the effort. 
Rob new a good opportunity to have his ego stroked when he saw it. "Howd'ya know?" 


Kirk knocked back another glass of wine and wiped his mouth on his arm. Little tiny dribbles of red stained the 
front of his white a-shirt. 


“Cuz | know who did it." 

The beer paused half way to Rob's mouth and he suddenly wasn't drunk anymore. He could hear his pulse 
pounding somewhere behind his ears and he wondered if this was like that day in court when he misheard the 
foreman. He looked at Kirk from the corner of his eyes, watching as the drunk man tried to pour himself 


another glass. 


Rob waited for Kirk to go on, but he seemed content to gulp his wine and rest his head against the back of 
the chair. 


"So who did it?" 
Kirk answered with some soft of a ‘pfft snort. The silence was deafening now and Rob swallowed hard against 
the dryness in his throat. In prison he'd though of all sorts of unlikely and impossible theories, shooting them 


all down over the years. 


"Never even got fucking laid" Rob didn't move, brain moving too fast in too many directions to even process 


what that could possibly mean "He really loved you, ya know." Kirk drank more. "Chris." 

Rob just blinked. Chris who? Christine? No, even though Kirk was slurring he clearly said he. 

"We never told you, but Metallica was gonna break up before all this.." Kirk waved his hand in the night air. 
"James and Lars were dumping me and you and were gonna work with Dave ‘n' Dave. Remember how | used to 


trail around after Chris when we played together? God, | was pathetic." 


Rob nodded, even though he didn't follow a word Kirk was saying. He never knew Metallica was going to break 


up, and for the life of him couldn't remember a Chris as a tech or anything. 


"So | got him to go out drinking to a club one night in Czechoslovakia. Got him all drunk and weepy in a rave 


club and he said he wished you had come too ‘cuz as he put it you were ‘fucking hot.” The sneer as he quoted 
decades old words still stung with hurt. 


"So | had the situation removed with a little lucky timing. | did everything right, played the ‘sensitive’ one and 
listened to him whine and then got a band together with him while the Daves, Lars, and James did their thing." 


The wine glass slipped from Kirk's fingers and shattered on the concrete. "Fuck me, he was so sexy," Kirk 
sighed, seemingly not noticing or not caring that his expensive crystal shattered. "His hips curved like a 
woman's but he had these fucking massive shoulders." Kirk's head rolled on the back of the chair, his hands 
resting in his lap. 


The pieces were starting to fall into place and Rob felt his tenuous grasp on this new life slipping away. "So 


Chris." 
Kirk hummed softly and exhaled, the alcohol finally overtaking him and making his pass out. 


Rob finally turned to stare at Kirk. Thoughts of dragging him out in the surf and holding him under flashed 

through his mind, just another drunk trying to swim and not making it. Rob shook the idea away, it wouldn't 

solve anything anyway and wouldn't give him his life back He stood up and slowly walked to stand in front of 
Kirk, bending down to look over the sleeping man. 


He just felt a strange sense of sadness. Lives ruined for what? Rob decided it was best he leave. He could get 
a hotel tonight and fly out Tomorrow to anywhere in the world. 


Quietly he walked through the house heading for his car out front. 
"So he told you then?" Lani lounged on the couch and apparently had been listening to everything. 


"How can you live with that?" Rob didn't feel he was in any immediate personal danger, and maybe he could get 


some answers out of Lari. 
She shrugged in the weak moonlight. "He maintains my lifestyle and leaves me alone.’ 
Rob sat in the same seat he had earlier. "So can you fill things in? Just out of morbid curiosity." 


"| can, but will 1?" She chuckled and turned on the sofa. "Kirk wanted Chris Broderick from the second he joined 
Megadeth. Kirk was a collector of sorts, a groupie but on a different level. Only problem was Chris was 
straight, not even the least gay. Or so everyone thought. Turns out he had a fluke thing for you, and somehow 
Kirk found out about it. Instead of doing anything smart like a threesome, Kirk's jealousy flared and in his mind 
if he got you out of the way Chris would turn to Kirk and spread his legs. 


| never did find out the particular how or whys but he did kill Julie's husband ‘cause he knew they'd pin it on 


you. He planted some evidence or something and that was it. Drove him crazy when Chris still didn't come to 


him after you got sent away. It was a bad time for everyone. He turned bitter and crazy and then Chris died. 
He really hasn't been the same since. The autopsy said it was a blood clot, but there's more to it, Kirk's hinted 
at that much." 


Rob felt sick. Twenty years wasted so Kirk could put another tick mark on what was a very full tab sheet? 


How could he take a life to fuel his own need to possess? 
"What are you doing here?" 
Lani combed her fingers through her hair. "Like | said, a nice house, fast car, fancy food, designer clothes." 


Revenge of a sort percolated for a short time as Rob realized they were both prisoners of sorts. "Got 


anything better to do the next twenty years? | heard Belize was nice." 


Lani stilled and Rob held his breath. It was a large leap of faith on both of their parts. Two souls who had no 
hope left to jump from. 


She sat up and pulled the thin strap of her dress back up her shoulder where it had slipped down. "Lemme 
grab my purse." 


